IT IS instructive for any literary student, but especially for a contributor to a new scholarly journal, to browse in the early numbers of those journals that started a generation ago-to read Ronald Crane's ruthless dissections, in the early PQ annual bibliographies, of Continental theses ponderously chasing the elusive abstractions "neo-classicism" and "pre-romanticism" through jungles of logomachy; to encounter, in RES, such wise words of Ronald McKerrow's as (1928) "Our interest now lies, not in inventing neat phrases which will serve to label these periods [of literature] and emphasize the watertight nature of their divisions, but in showing how they are interlocked one with another," or these (1934) castigating "a time when an attitude of simple faith towards the dicta of the earlier literary histories was more customary than is the rule at present, and when the picturesqueness of an anecdote or the ingenuity of a theory seemed too often to have been accepted as evidence of its truth." ExpeUas naturam furca, tamen usque recurrit. In 1960 (this survey attempts Ito cover late 1959 and most of 1960), were we in eighteenthcentury studies as far advanced as Crane's and McKerrow's readers toward the ideal for which they strove? The tendency to compartmentalize and isolate a period of literature-to "professionalize" it, in the worst sense of the term-seems innate in human mental sloth. To take one's notions of eighteenth-century history or philosophy or theology from the convenient summaries of Lecky or Leslie Stephen in Professor So-and-so's literary history is easier than to go to the original sources or to serious contemporary scholarship in those disciplines. "Gimmickism" sets in-a young scholar, anxious to get a book into print, picks up some obscure, halfunderstood term from another discipline, and proclaims it the key to the interpretation of some major writer. All this sort of thing has to ibe combatted 'by each new generation of students. I was glad to see William Walsh in the New Statesman (October 8, 1960) 
Houyhnhnms resemble Cartesians and are clearly stoics." A moment's reflection will convince us that they are neither; but I have heard that a distinguished older scholar, speaking recently at an important university, was very severely handled by an audience of graduate students for his abominable heresy in expressing some doubt about it. Or consider Louis Bredvold's "The Gloom of the Tory Satirists"-one of those lucky mnemonic titles that save students days of laborious reading and quarter-hours of laborious thinking. Understandably, the essay does not mention the pioneer of gloomy verse satire in the century-Edward Young, most reliable of party-lining Walpolian Whigs. How is the saeva indignatio of A Tale of a Tub to be reconciled with the fact that Swift was indubitably a Whig when he wrote it? "The leaders of the Opposition to Walpole and the Court were veteran Tories"-they were in fact sturdy Whigs: Pulteney, Carteret, Pitt, Sandys; the Tories on occasion supported Walpole against them.
Two pleasant books, F. P. Wilson's Seventeenth Century Prose (California) and C. V. Wedgwood's Poetry and Politics under the Stuarts (Cambridge) suffer from the usual faults of the short series of public lectures: they emphasize "appeal" rather than cogency, RECENT STUDIES and they treat too large subjects in too little space. This is not to say that they are not good: they are. Wilson's cdhapters on "Biography" and "The Sermon" are to be particularly recommended as lucid, unexceptionable presentations of the main facts about these important but somewhat neglected genres. I don't mind Wilson's conferring a bishopric on Robert South (p. 105): certainly South should have been a bishop. Miss Wedgwood's book is craggier, and perhaps for that reason more stimulating, if less uniformly satisfying. Miss Wedgwood is a historian of a somewhat old-fashioned, Whiggish but not unengaging cast: she brings a good deal of Victorian liberal moral emotion to her task; and since much of the poetry she deals with is not very good (by Wither, Cleveland, and even feebler practitioners), this helps. Her attack on Hudibras is worth noting. She thinks it has been badly overrated. Quoting the famous lines "When civil fury first grew high, / And men fell out, they knew not why," she remarks, "In 1662, these lines could be and were joyfully hailed as a trenchant and brilliantly satirical account of what happened twenty years before. Would they have made any sense at all to the men and minds of 1642?" And she has no trouble in proving that the men of 1642 knew very well why they fell out. "I find something ugly in Hudibras," she concludes, and she may be right. I don't know a better short appreciation of Absalom and Achitophel: I recommend it to those students, chiefly American, who cannot quite see what all the fuss is about; together with Miss Wedgwood's delightful apothegm, "Not to be familiar with Absalom and Achitophel is not to be educated." I mention Fredson Bowers' Textual and Literary Criticism (Cambridge, 1959) not because it has much to do specifically with the eighteenth century, but because if any student still feels that "bibliography" is merely a set of dry-as-dust technicalities which the "literary" critic can dispense with, he should allow Bowers to set him right. Bowers' chamber of critical horrors, stemming from the critic's casual acceptance of whatever text chance puts before him, is grim enough to make the eighteenth-century student resolve to stay out of it. "It should matter to us," as Bowers says, "that in modern reprints of Tristram Shandy . . . 'errors destroying Sterne's sense and meaning have been perpetuated, like area for aera, clause for cause'.... As a principle, if we respect our authors we should have a passionate concern to see that their words are recovered and currently transmitted in as close a form to their intentions as we can contrive" (8-9).
A modest little book, Paul Kaufman's Borrowings from the Bristol Library, 1773-1784 (Virginia) should be of value to the student of literary taste. It reproduces one of the few concrete records we have of what educated people were actually reading in the eighteenth century, and is worth half a dozen windy treatises attempting to elucidate "the spirit of the age" by a priori methods. It would be interesting to ask a group of eighteenth-century students to set down what they think would have been the ten books most likely to have been borrowed from a library in the second largest town in England in the 1770's, and then to compare their guesses with Kaufman's tabulation. The more of this kind of thing we can get, the better.
II
If students of English literature are going to deal in their writings with questions of English political and social history-as they do, and cannot help doing-it behooves them to keep up with contemporary historical scholarship. One important event of 1960 for the student of eighteenth-century Britain was a sad one-the death of the greatest historian that period has had. The obituaries of Sir Lewis Namier recognized the "Copernican revolution" he wrought in the historiography of the eighteenth century. But how many American students are really aware of that revolution would be hard to guess. it turns out to be a large, loosely organized biographical dictionary of almost every writer in late-seventeenth and eighteenth century Britain who ever expressed any sentiments that might be described as "liberal." And there turn out to be very many of them. The "liberalism" of such "Tories" as Swift and Berkeley is emphasized; indeed almost the only important fish that Miss Robbins tosses back into the water out of her capacious net is Burke. I can imagine reviewers having fun at the expense of Miss Robbins' enthusiastic comprehensiveness. I think they would be wrong: if the impression left by the book is that "liberal" thought (very broadly defined, of course) permeated almost the whole of British intellectual life during the century, there is a good chance that it may be quite accurate. Robert R. Palmer's The Age of the Democratic Revolution (Princeton, 1959) seems to have as its central thesis the notion that modern history is essentially a struggle between "aristocracy" and "democracy" (the latter being the good guys, of course). This is fairly incredible, at least for eighteenth-century Britain; no one who has read even Boswell's Life of Johnson will believe that possession of a title of nobility entailed the "privileges" the average American probably still ascribes to it; we encounter little evidence of wicked "lords" oppressing virtuous commoners. However, Palmer's thesis puts him in the position of reacting violently against the current adulation of Burke, and providing a most trenchant and salutary critique of the "neo-Burkean" view of the American Revo'lution as a mild, "conservative" affair, merely a laudable protest against the "innovations" of George III; which it certainly was not, as Canadian descendants of refugees from the violence of that Revolution can testify.
III
In that nebulous area, the history of ideas, or sensibility, or intellectual life, the first work to be mentioned is the Royal Society Pope studies have been enriched by a most valuable bookReuben A. Brewer's Alexander Pope: The Poetry of Allusion (Clarendon, 1959). It may be useful to warn against making the mistake I did when I first encountered it-that of thinking it a book designed to prove a thesis (that Pope made much use of classical allusion), and wondering why a lengthy book was needed to prove it. It is far more than this: it is a superb reading of the bulk of Pope's poetry by one of the finest readers of poetry we have. That Brower also demonstrates how magnificently Pope learned his trade from the great poets of the past-Theocritus, Virgil, Horace, Spenser, Milton, the Metaphysicals, Dryden, even Dante-is incidental, though it may provide a hint for the modern reader to adjust his antennae to the wave lengths of great classical European poetry if he wants to be able to say that he has read Pope. But the virtue of the book is not its source-tracing: it is the sustained brilliance of its reading. A sample, taken at random: the text Brower is expounding is the latter part of The Dunciad, Book I, beginning "0 Thou! of Bus'ness the directing soul!" "Dryden's toughness comes again to the fore, but the crowning lines in each conceit are in Pope's best Metaphysical style. We can feel the gaucherie of that 'mind' in its rolling ducklike progress, and the perverse bounce of its ineptitudes. The prayer ends with a hushed, lulling strophe of a kind Pope uses with beautifully soporific effects 
